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	Hydrangea

**I apologize for my long absence from writing on this site. I've still been a creeper who keeps up on reading other stories, I haven't had much time to myself for the longest time to really spend effort on my own material. There have been times were I've been really motivated, but I've gotten so busy that I lose all my ideas along the way. Things are looking up for me now though, and I plan to hang around for a good while.~ I wish for you all to be entrapped in this new story I'm excited about!**

**Peace~**

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

**Summary: Sakura is the best paranormal investigator around. But she's getting deeper and deeper into the dark and she's afraid of what she might find. She's contemplating on leaving the business for good; but one more case can't hurt right? She becomes ensnared in the famous haunting in Uchiha Manor, where a massacre occurred and the lone survivor still lingers with mysteries of the past. This apparition, the youngest son of the head of the Uchiha family, has prevented anyone else from living at the manor. But it can't be a haunting if you truly aren't dead after a massacre that occurred 100 years ago, can it? Sakura's obsession might have sunk her deeper than she realized. Romance, mystery, supernatural. SakuraxSasuke pairing**

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

"Hand me the Ovilus!"

Thomas, Sakura's blue-capped companion, quickly mushed the device into her hand. Sakura turned the knob and the Ovilus cackled before dulling into the silence. Sakura continued into the little prairie house with Thomas begrudgingly on her heels. Thomas kept his portable camera close to his body as if he was afraid to take up too much space, but intently pointed ahead of him in case he or Sakura missed something. The both wore dark wash jeans and dark hoodies to blend in to the night. Sakura kept her hair pulled back and her hood pulled up over her pastel hair. Her shoes were simple converse and a little worn, but quite against the floor boards. All their equipment was tightly packed in a forest green backpack that Thomas was selected to carry. Other cameras were strewn across several areas in the house; so far nothing had been recorded but their endeavors were just beginning.

Sakura started her search first in the living room where they had sat just 8 hours before, discussing the very issue Sakura had been hired to find as an investigator. Thomas preoccupied himself with the corner of the room. He felt more comfortable with a solid wall behind him so he could keep an eye on everything else, occasionally darting his camera in the direction were he _swore_ something moved. The night knew how to play tricks on the simple minded. Sakura rolled her eyes at his antics, and openly proceeded around the room with confident strides and genuine interest. Printed furniture, bright vases dulled in the absence of light, and old knick-knacks and china in shelves and a curio. During the day it had been a little old lady dream home.

She circled around the couch before sitting down and making herself comfortable on the floral cushions, but she didn't set her feet on the coffee table to show respect to the dead. She held the Ovilus in her lap and leaned her head back in concentration with her eyes closed. Thomas kept the camera on her for a silent 5 minutes before she opened her eyes and frowned. "Nothing's here." She replied, as if answering an unheard question. She pulled her head back up and looked around, as if contemplating where to go next. "Maybe we should try the kitchen?" Thomas asked. His shoulders became less taut knowing nothing was lurking around the corner. Sakura nodded her head and got up, careful to keep the ovilus in clear view, and continued on to where she remembered the kitchen was. Even though he was a little more reassured he was safe, Thomas made sure to follow on her heels like he was afraid to be too far away from her. It wasn't his fault. Thomas is, simply, not a very brave man. He didn't understand why he punished himself by rampaging houses in the middle of the night searching for things that is better left alone. But he looks at Sakura, strong and confident with a radiance he would follow to the end of the world, and remembers why he must do this for her.

The money is also a huge benefit.

They continued through each room on the main floor and ended up empty handed. As they looped through the kitchen, the dining room, and the study Sakura's steps got a little brisker as she grew irritated at her lack of results. Maybe there's nothing here after all? Sakura is getting frustrated, because she is intent on solving this investigation. But so far, they've come up short and she isn't sure what she's doing wrong. Her intuition usually leads her to her destination. She stops in the foyer, her hand clutching the Ovilus and her face in a tight-lipped frown because she is not happy about being stumped. She pauses to go over everything discussed earlier, trying to remember anything she's missed. Thomas senses her frustration, and slowly back-walks to give her space. However, he is still facing forward to keep the camera locked on Sakura and doesn't see the end table behind him. "Woah." His back hits the corner of table, and he spins around to sturdy it out before the vase on top goes toppling over. Thankfully, the plant in the vase is fake so no dirt falls out. He lets out a sigh of relief. In the dark he can see it is a bright blue pot with fake hibiscus flowers flowing out. He sets the camera down on the table, still pointing Sakura, and fixes his mess.

Sakura is angry, about to lecture him about being _quiet_ at this time of night, when she feels it.

She closes her mouth that was ready to spew vulgar words and holds the ovilus out again as if catching fireflies. "Something's here." She whispers. The air around them has become dense and the temperature is dropped to the point that Sakura can see her own breath. Sakura notices for the first time that they are right at the bottom of the stairway to the second floor, and she can feel the air continuing to change around them. Everything is beginning to feel heavier. Suddenly her ear blares, and she's clutching at her earpiece before she goes deaf. Poor Thomas, not prepared for the abrupt noise, jumps a foot in the air and knocks over the vase he had so delicately fixed. Jonathan, the man behind the scenes, yells into the receiver "We have movement upstairs in the old bedroom!" Sakura curses at his loud tone. Why does everyone around her have to be so loud at a time like this?!

But she cannot be distracted by these _idiots_ around her or else she'll lose the trail she just picked up. Her intuition requires her to remain collected and organized. She pinches the bridge of her nose and takes a calming breath, closing her eyes and relaxing her shoulders. She reaches up and gently presses the button on her earpiece with her forefinger and replies "Next time give us a warning before you blow our eardrums out." She doesn't expect a reply, but before the communication is cut off she hears him snickering to himself. Unlike Thomas, Jonathan remains in the comfort of his high-tech van, watching all the rooms that they've set cameras in.

Jonathan's comment cannot ruin Sakura's mood completely though because it confirms her theory. Something _is_ upstairs. She waves Thomas to follow her with a flick of the wrist and tests out the first stair. It's a beautiful polished wood and relatively modern which means it won't creak as much when venturing further. Sakura continues her ascent on the stairs with a brow set in determination. Once she picked up a trail there was nothing stopping her from getting what she came for.

Thomas pulls out his flashlight since the dark is making him nervous again and the camera light isn't very big. He flicks it on no problem in an attempt to see past the black mass at the top. He stands on his toes to see any remnants of the upstairs hallway but cant see anything at the top past Sakura. Even though his steps have slowed Sakura climbs on with quiet and quick steps like not being able to see well doesn't bother her. She turns to him at the top of the stairs and cocks her eyebrow at him as if to say 'are you coming?' and disappears into the hallway without any reply. Thomas shakes his head; weren't all girls supposed to be at least a little afraid of the dark?

Thomas reaches the top, flashlight first since hates the dark, to find that Sakura is stopped in the middle of the hallway with her brow furrowed deep in thought. With her forefinger and thumb resting on her chin and distant gaze glued to the wall, she is somewhat lost and indecisive. Finally she notices that Thomas has reached her, and clarifies what's suddenly bothered her. "We never checked the basement." She ponders. "We didn't have to, Jon said the only activity we've had is up here."

"But, they said the basement is where they've had the most trouble…and yet we've had nothing. Isn't that strange?" She questions. Thomas shrugs his shoulders, "we can't control how these things work." "Yes, I understand that perfectly well." Sakura retorted. The air around them was decreasing steadily down the hallway. There was no need to check the other rooms. The white-painted door on the far right is the one they're looking for. The air somehow feels dense as she stands in front of the door, one hand circling the knob. She hesitates only slightly, to make sure Thomas is ready, before slowly turning the knob and swinging the door open. She stands at the entrance to where she sees the making of a simple bedroom with a bed with simple cotton sheets, a vanity littered with jewelry, a dresser that looked like several articles of clothing had been taken out, and a closed closet with shuttered doors. Her heart is light and fluttering, but her legs and pockets are heavy with anticipation.

She made sturdy steps to the center of the room. Thomas remained in the doorway to capture the whole room on camera. Sakura sat down at the edge of the bed, and gently cupped the Ovilus. "Is there anyone residing in this room?" she asked in a concise voice. She waited a few beats, but she did not receive a response. She tried again. "Marianne, are you here?" Still no response. Sakura looked at Thomas, "Are you picking anything up?" Thomas shook his head. Maybe incentive was needed after all. She reaches into her pocket to feel the cool metal over her fingers. And suddenly

_Creaak_

"…_ruby.."_

Sakura's ears perk at the wispy voice resounding from the speaker. Sakura attempts to stay clam and not let the excitement bubble over like a boiling pot. Her hand is clutching the jewelry in her pocket before pulling out to reveal what she's been hiding. It's a beautiful ruby jewel, dangling off a long golden chain that shimmers under the flash Thomas' flashlight. She delicately places it next to her knowing how much the necklace means. "Your daughter gave this to me to return Marianne. She's sorry that your granddaughters took it without your permission." The necklace was an heirloom belonging to Marianne, but Claire and Anne had taken it a couple weeks ago out of grief. They wanted something to remember Marianne by.

"_It… ..." _

Sakura smiled. The interaction easygoing, which was more than what she could say for most of her jobs. "I'm sure they'll be glad to hear that. Marianne, what's causing you to linger? What are you missing?"

"…_closet…"_

The Ovilus wasn't coming in as clear as before with static breaking up the woman's voice. Sakura was having trouble hearing what the woman was saying; it had sounded like she was trying to say something was in a…closet?_ 'That's strange, is there interference going on? But the Ovilus shouldn't be able to pick up other wavelengths.'_ Sakura cranked the volume up on it. As Sakura was tinkering with the device she completely missed the _knock! Knock! Knock!_ coming from downstairs.

Thomas, now pale as the ghost (pun intended), had not.

Thomas, panicked by the noise behind him, whips his head around with his hoodie swooshing down to peer down the hallway. Using his flashlight, he creeped to the edge of the hallway and peered down the stairs with the most delicate steps he could muster. The earpieces blared to life again and Thomas almost drops his flashlight. "We have movement in the basement! There was a shadow and the basement door opened by itself!" Sakura stopped her fiddling eyes widening at the sudden news. Thomas comes running, all delicacy forgotten, back down the hallway. "Sakura did you-"

"Yes I heard it." She replied quickly. She stopped messing with the Ovilus and looked around. The was condensed from marianne's presence, but Sakura feels something she didn't before. An ominous aura. She had to wrap this up quickly; they weren't prepared for something else to be wondering the house. She wasn't carrying salt or holy water because she only brough it when she felt it was needed.

"Marianne, listen very carefully. Is there anyone else that resides in this house?"

"…_yes." _Sakura's heart quickens. She had thought she'd missed something! How could be so careless and not do _all _of the research before coming in guns blazing! Sakura becomes frantic, and her words start to quicken and falter. Ghosts are one thing, but facing the unknown leads to many uncertainties and probabilities of _things_. And_ things_ are what Sakura cannot deal with.

"Who is it? Where did they come from?"

"_Shadow..basement…"_

_Creeeaaak_

Something was coming up the stairs as if it was _intentionally _making its presence known. The stairs hadn't creaked once when she or Thomas had gone up them. It was trying to frighten them, or alert them of its presence. Either way, Sakura wasn't too excited at something that had been able to hide from them for so long. No sensors had picked up any disturbances and no activity until now had been documented. Thomas was surprised when he saw panic spread across Sakura's face with her eyes wide and nostrils flared.

"Who is it? Marianne," she paused, "is he dangerous?"

"…"

Marianne had stopped answering, which was never a good sign.

"_get…out…"_

A much deeper male voice broke through the silence, but it didn't come through the Ovilus. It had come from down the hallway. Thomas came out of the doorway to stand by Sakura's side because she would know what to do (she always did), who had shot up and was marching towards the closet. Thomas was confused, "what are you doing?" She peered at the white shuttered doors. They were slightly chipped in between the shutters and the knob was missing. _'She was trying to say something about the closet.'_ Sakura contemplated. She peered suspiciously at the chips. "Sakura!" She wiggled her fingers in between the shutters, and pulled hard. She needed to figure this out now! She couldn't leave empty-handed!

"_GET…OUT…"_ The voice was getting louder and closer.

The doors hadn't even budged under her weight. There was definitely something here.

_CRASH!_

Something had shattered in the hallway. Sakura pulled her fingers free of the doors and abandoning her search. "We need to get out of here." She announced, bending over the bed to grab the necklace again. "Okay." Thomas says slowly. He's not too keen on going past a possible poltergeist throwing a temper tantrum, but he's glad to leave all the same. Thomas heads for the door, but Sakura stops him with a clutching hand on his shoulder that's squeezing just a little too tight. He's stunned for a moment, he can see a genuine fear emerging in her normally bright green eyes. "Alright," Thomas feels as though Sakura's sent him a curve ball by switching their roles. Normally, Thomas would lean to Sakura for confidence, strength, and comfort in situations like this. This Sakura, with a slight shake in her hand, was new to him. Whatever it was had her seriously spooked. He had to step up to the plate, and answer the call of help she had unknowingly sent to him. "It's nothing we haven't dealt with before. I'll walk out…and..you just stay behind me-"

She grabbed him with her free hand and yanked at his shirt as if she was afraid he was gonna take a wrong step. "No no no no. We don't go that way."

"Then where?"

Sakura's gaze beelines to the window. "Come on, the window should be unlocked."

"The window?"

_BOOM!_

"Yes!"

Sakura darted for the window latch as the bedroom doors is slammed against the wall. Sakura wasn't sure who screamed in those last moments, her or Thomas.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

The tape ended abruptly, the last thing being seen was rustling branches and Thomas' feet hitting the grass with a panting Sakura on her knees deeply breathing. They now sat in the living room of the same house they had fled. Sakura and Thomas shared a floral loveseat across from 3 women on a matching couch with an elegant wood coffee table with a glass top between them. There was a TV on a rolling cart to the side of them near the fireplace, now being shut off by Rosaline.

Rosaline was the mother of the 2 girls beside her and daughter to Marianne; the entity Sakura had spoken with the night prior. Rosaline's mouth was in a tight frown, with her hands now folded in her lap. Rosaline looked to be in her 50's, but the death of her mother had caused heavy bags under her eyes and unnecessary wrinkles. The oldest daughter, Tiffany, had her hands to her mouth as she continued to stare at the blank screen. She was the older of the sister's with her soft blonde hair pulled up in a business suit like she had just got done with work. Anna, the youngest, had to most obvious distress with her mouth wide open and eyes squinty because they were close to tears. She looked around Sakura's age and was wearing jeans and a simple t-shirt with her slighter darker hair down. Her back was as straight as a board trying to keep it together.

Sakura was now looking down at her hands with elbows bent and relaxed on her knees. The fear stricken spell that had fallen over her was gone now. Thomas leaned back and rested his arm on the arm of the seat. "I'm sorry," Sakura started, leaning back up to catch their gaze, "I was unaware of the other entity. I wasn't able to communicate much with her. But know you know that _she's_ not upset with you."

The mother was the least shaken, but the creases on her forehead deepened. She was trying to be strong in front of her daughters, reaching a hand over to hold Tiffany's hand. "My mother, is she trapped her by whatever else?" She croaked. Sakura bent down to her burgundy backpack in between her feet and pulled out a manila file. She flopped it open, pulling out a picture and setting it on the table facing Rosaline. It was an old Polaroid of a man, wearing a black newsboys cap and a snazzy cotton jacket with some slacks. Rosaline picked up the picture to look at it better, but the deepening frown and confusion in her brow said it all. She had no clue who this man was or why Sakura was showing her this. She voiced her concerns.

"That," Sakura reached over and pointed at the face in the picture, "was your mother's first husband, Henry."

"What?!" She pulled the picture in to study it more closely as if trying to recognize anything about him. "My mother was never married to anyone else besides my father…"

"That she told you about. I did some digging in the county records here. I also did some asking around to some old friends of Marianne's. Henry was so in love with your mother that he bought this house and proposed to her on this patio. They were high school sweethearts, and as a wedding surprise he bought her this beautiful house. However, before they could properly move in there was an accident. There was a drive-by shooting and Henry was hit accidentally by some gangsters. He attempted to go to her, and died in her arms in the basement. She was devastated, but he had already given her the house and everything in it. She didn't have the heart to get rid of all of it. Two years later, a military man came to town under business. She was already working as a teacher at the time. A year later they married and he became your father. But originally, this was his house." Sakura motioned her finger in a circle. "All of this was his."

"Then that man," Tiffany spoke up, "is he angry at her? For getting remarried?"

"I don't think so. I didn't realize it at the time, but when I asked Marianne if the other entity was dangerous she hesitated. But not for the reason I thought."

Sakura dug back into the manila folder and pulled out another Poloroid and slid it across the table. All three of the women gasped as they came face to face with the gold ruby necklace they had taken from Marianne's jewelry box. "This was his engagement gift to her, before the ring. You said the activity started a couple weeks ago?"

"Well, it's always been kind of strange even as she was alive, but yes. Things started moving and noises were being heard at night. We felt as though it was intent to hurt us."

"He wasn't angry at Marianne, he was angry you took this necklace. It was a symbol of his connection to her. Marianne only hesitated in her answer because she had seen it. The necklace, to him, was always meant for Marianne. And that also explains why he suddenly appeared coming up the steps. He somehow sensed it was back in the house."

"But, she said to keep it."

"When she said that, I don't think she was answering me. Not really. She was probably telling him everything was okay. The entity was protective, not harmful. He's been scaring people off because of that."

"Why would he have to scare off her family? We're no danger." Sakura peered at Thomas before answering, "one of you is."

"What do you mean?"

"Has anyone else been here besides you? Related or otherwise?"

"Not that I know of. Who else would be able to get in?"

"Marianne said something about her closet, but when I tried to open the doors it wouldn't move. The doorknob was missing, and there were chips in between the shutters."

"Are you saying the ghost didn't take off the knob? That is was someone else?"

"No, the ghost most definitely took off the knob. But only to keep prying hands away. Why would the white paint on the closet doors be withered and chipped _only_ between the shutters? Because somebody tried to open them the same way I did."

"Oh, I bet it was my sister Gertrude. Devil of a woman has been searching tooth and nail for my mother's will."

"Don't worry, once we find it we'll make sure everything is protected and done the way she wanted them." Sakura said, determined to help the Montgomery family.

_Clack!_

Everyone in the room jumped.

"Why is he still doing things?" Anna cried. "I thought you said we weren't a threat!"

A _tink_ was heard in the front of the door way.

The women and Thomas shrunk back as Sakura jumped up to investigate. The noise had come from the stairway, coincidentally where she had first picked up activity last night. Thomas huffed and dragged himself off the loveseat to catch up to Sakura's quick steps. He figured leaving Sakura alone wouldn't be right to him. Rosaline stood up and grabbed both girls hands, to follow and avoid being alone. Sakura hunted down where the noise had come from and stopped at the front of the steps, completely astonished and wide eyed.

"Sakura?!" Thomas exclaimed. He ran up and grabbed her shoulder, but he noticed that her focus was at her feet. He followed her gaze. And when the 3 women emerged they saw it too and gasped.

It was a small rusty doorknob.

Sakura broke out into a grin, and being the only one not frozen by disbelief bent down and picked it up.

"Seems like Henry's forgiven you. Let's go find out what's in that closet. Shall we?"

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

"Oh," Anna spoke her first breathless words since she had arrived, "look at all this!"

Jewels. Lots of jewels, hidden in a plain shoebox in the bottom of the closet that was buried under some discarded clothing. Rosaline was reading a folded paper she had found sitting at the top. "This, this her will! We could never find it, but everything's here!"

Sakura and Thomas stood in front of the house, facing the three woman standing in the prairie house doorway with the shoebox at their feet.

"Thank you, so much for helping us you guys! I knew it was right to call you; you truly are the best at what you do." Rosaline looked much cheerier and younger without the grieving creases in her face. "No problem," Thomas replied, "now we know that Marianne can rest in peace now that she's done what she needed to do."

"And Henry!" Sakura stated matter-of-factly. They waved once more as they jumped into Sakura's silver Sudan. The engine roared to life, and she pulled out of the long driveway. The prairie house faded in the rear view mirror as they drove out of the suburbs and into the city.

"So, are we not gonna talk about it?" Thomas asked, tilting his head in the driver's seat to see her expression. It was cool and collected as always.

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"You know, the moment when hell froze over and I saw a spot of fear in your eyes."

"Oh, that." Sakura never broke face.

"Yeah, that."

"Nope."

"And why not?"

"Because you know why."

Thomas leaned back and sighed. Four years of friendship, and still she was shrouded in mystery. But she was the best damn paranormal investigator he had ever seen, and the best friend he could ask for.

They made it back in the city before the sun went down.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

"Sakuraaaaaa!"

'_Why can't she ever let me sleep in peace!'_ Sakura cracked open a single eye to peer at the woman who was peering over her sleeping form much closer than she should be. All Sakura could see was Ino's bright blue eyes and feel her loud breath on her face. Sakura groaned and closed her again. Taking a case always messed up her regular sleep schedule she tried so vainly to stick to. She had an especially hard time going to sleep after her troubles with the last case she had done. She rolled over to face the wall and pulled the covers over her head in an attempt to escape her roommate, but Ino was a woman that loved attention and was very persistent at the absolute worst times. "Oi!" Sakura swore that this chick was yelling right next to her ear, "it's almost 2 o' clock in the afternoon Sa-ku-ra. Normally, I'd let you sleep the day away-" "Bullshit you would." Sakura interrupted. Ino gave the pile of blankets a stern look before continuing, "buuuut I was being a good friend and reminding you that you have a date with Kenji today."

Sakura grumbled again. She had been so wrapped up in everything she had completely forgotten. Kenji wanted to have dinner tonight at 6, and if Ino wouldn't have woken her she might've continued to sleep through the day which she hated doing. A patch of hair emerged from the blankets, as well as a little make shift hole for communication. "Alright, I'll be out in a minute." Ino nodded and got out of the way, but kept her residing spot on Sakura's bed. Sakura popped her pink head out, noticing her blonde friend still staring at her. "What?" Sakura asked. Ino leans back on her hands to make herself comfy like she's planning to have a full discussion. _'Great.'_ Sarcasm dripping in her mind. The girl had just woken her up, and know she was getting set on her bed ready to lay it all out verbally.

Ino glances around the Sakura's room, taking in the cream walls and burgundy sheets. Sakura's room had always been simple and filled with books and paranormal equipment on the ground. Ino, unlike Thomas, had basically known Sakura all her life. She was there in Sakura's happiest moments as well as the most devastating ones. When Sakura's parents had died, Ino was to the rescue. Ino pushed for them to be roomies in college and helped Sakura get through grief. So, Sakura figured that any weird antics or girly girl habits Ino wanted share with her, she would happily comply. And Ino knew that, because that's what best friends were for.

"You know," She started, "I used to come in here more often to wake you up for random things, not as many cases these days?" So that's what Ino wanted to talk about. "It's not that, I've just had more shifts at the hospital lately. Taking cases also takes a lot out of my free time." "Oh yeah?" Ino turned to her. "You make a lot of money doing all those cases though, I don't see why you even need your job at the hospital." Sakura sat up and stretched. "Oh I dunno, maybe because I like helping people and you don't get any benefits from creeping around old houses?" Sakura pulled the covers back and got up hoping that Ino would see her getting ready and leave her be. But Ino knew her 'I'm avoiding this' tactics already. She wasn't going to fall for them.

"Sakura…what's really going on with you?"

Damn, Ino was sharper than she was giving her credit for. Well, she reasoned, she had no motive to lie to her oldest friend. Ino had always been there for here through thick and thin; Ino never liked being out of the loop either and she wouldn't stop bugging Sakura until she found out. It was only a matter of time before Ino figured it out anyways. "Alright, you caught me." Sakura put her hands up in surrender for emphasis. "I've been thinking that maybe I should stop with the investigations. They're starting to take a toll on my body and its cutting into my personal life." Ino continued to stare at her. "Since when have you cared about that kind of stuff? Your obsessed with ghosts! You take those investigations as serious as the hospital. There's something your still not telling me." Nothing got past Ino when it came to her best friend. "I don't know. There's something that's been bugging me for a while, and every case I feel like I'm getting closer into running into something that I wont be able to handle…like a…like…"

"A demon?" Ino finishes. Sakura looks at her before turning her back to dig through her dresser. "Well, yeah. The last case I did had me crawling out windows and so desperate to run. I almost completely missed that tree we climbed down. I couldn't tell what was following us and its presence quickly became violent and powerful. I think that maybe I've bit off more than I can chew, and one of these times I'll come across something that will...ya know."

Ino turned her gaze to the faded red carpet. The events surrounding Sakura's parent's death was still surrounded with mystery. There were things that Sakura to this day had been unable to tell her, but Ino knew that paranormal investigation had become a part of her life that day. Sakura chased after dead loved ones perhaps to atone for her own absence of family. It was their senior year of high school when Ino got the call that Sakura's parents had been killed and that Sakura had been found darting from the burning house. Ino had spent all summer helping Sakura deal with her grief and convincing her to keep her scholarship and go to school. It was October their freshman year when some boy had spoken about doing a stake out in a haunted house. Ino had begun to tell the boy to kindly go away when Sakura expressed uncharacteristic interest. She had thought it was a bad idea; Sakura had just had her parent die only months before. Sakura, for some strange reason, developed a connection with it right away. Thomas was among the group that made the begrudging trip up to the cliché haunted house on the hill.

The presence of souls did not scare her. When girls screamed and other boys ran from a moving door, Sakura only held a new found fascination and curiosity. She started spending extra time looking up things Ino phrased 'weird and occulty'. She hooked Thomas in who, in Ino's opinion, was a bigger wimp than she was. But he was clever, good with technology, and good with money. Sakura was working cases only a couple months later and quickly developed a successful reputation. Everyone knew who to call in a time of haunting activities, and Sakura was the top of the list for the country. But she stuck in college and got her degree; it was what her parents would've wanted. Heartache from loosing her parents had hardened Sakura, but it also made her unbelievably tough and confident. Sakura took anything that came at her and sent it back twice as hard.

But Ino knew the notion of another run in with a demon frightened Sakura to the core.

Ino also knew that doing these cases was Sakura's way of staying connected with her absent parents. Helping other families with deceased loved ones gave Sakura warmth in her heart. Ino sighed; she wasn't sure how to help her out. "Would it help if I came along with you? It would be like old times." Sakura snorted before replying, "I don't think so. You're the loudest person I know, and you're a bigger baby than Thomas is." Ino pouted at her. "No I'm not!" Sakura selected a simple green lace dress and laid it out next to Ino. "I'll be fine Ino. I'm just thinking that maybe it's time to stop chasing after the past." Ino got up and began to dig in Sakura's closet. "Well, it's always your choice and you should choose what makes you happy." Ino pulled out some gold ballet flats and handed them to her. "Thanks Ino." "No problem. Now hurry up, I haven't been able to eat since you weren't up and I managed to burn some eggs." Sakura shook her head before quickly running a brush through her messy hair. "Don't you think it's time you learned to cook? How are you supposed to impress your future husband?" Ino stopped ahead of her and turned around. "As if. I don't need to cook when I can impress a man with _these_." She lifted her hands to showcase her breasts. "And then I can find a husband who will cook for me, thank you very much." Sakura laughed. "Until then, I'm the fill-in chef?"

"Of course!"

"Fine, but you have to make me look super-hot for my date tonight."

"Agreed!"

Sakura walked into the kitchen to hear her phone blaring. She unplugged the charger and saw Thomas' name lit up on the screen. She answered the call. "Hey, what's up? Life of accounting so boring that you have to bug me?" She teased. "Ha ha. Very funny. But I'm not going to let you ruin my excitement. I just got off the phone with a client and your not gonna believe-"

"Thomas, I don't think I'm up for another investigation right now."

"What? You serious? Your gonna flip when you hear who it is though-"

"I don't need to know. Listen, I think we need to shut down and call it good. At least temporarily. I need some time to….myself."

The other end went silent, and Sakura wondered if he had hung up on her momentarily.

"Just hear me out on this, it's a big case. Consider it as going out with a bang or something."

Sakura sighed. "I can't do this right now, I have a date later and then we can talk. Okay?"

"Fine, but I will only wait so long Sakura!"
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"Hey, Sakura? You there?" Sakura blinked and straightened her back. "I'm sorry Kenji, I spaced out a little."

The Stuffed Olive was a beautiful Italian restaurant in downtown Konoha. Kenji knew Sakura like Italian food, and since they hadn't seen each other within a week he felt the need to treat her. Kenji only had a couple pieces of risotto on his plate, while Sakura was still fiddling with some linguini noodles in her chicken Alfredo. He was animated and delightful. Proper and charming. To most women he was the perfect catch. An Ivy League man with a bright and pampered future ahead of him.

Sakura wasn't most women.

When they had first started dating a few months ago, she had felt that Kenji was the gentleman that she was looking for. He paid for their meals, even though she offered to pay, held the door open for her, and respected her privacy. Upon further inspection however she found herself bored and lacking interest in the relationship. All the man talked about was being a big shot lawyer and following in his father's footsteps. He was always trying to get her to come over and spend time in his family's summer home and talk to his mother about future plans. Things were going much too fast, and she wasn't sure that the attraction was as strong as it used to be. He had sharp looks, with combed blonde hair and sparkling chocolate eyes, but there was a smugness about him that she didn't like. He expected her to fall all over him, and when she didn't he would pout for a little before talking about how much money his family had. She didn't need a man who chased after validation of his importance to other people.

"My mother was asking about you again. She said it's been far too long since she's last seen you. You could join me by going up to the summer home this weekend, eh?"

"I'll have to check my schedule on that. Cases have been piling up on me lately."

Kenji's smile faltered, but he continued a cheery charade. Sakura knew that Kenji wasn't too keen on her late night activities, but he thought it was so cute how feisty she got when they talked about it so he let it slide. This was another thing that bugged her; his blatant disregard for the things that were important to her. She knew that she was currently contemplating continuing with it, but it wasn't his job to decide what she did.

"Actually, Kenji? I'm sorry, but I don't think this is working out between us."

Well, she hadn't expected to do that. But now it was out there and she couldn't take it back. She hadn't been feeling it for a while anyways; she felt she should maybe _feel_ more in a relationship. It seemed as though she had caught Kenji completely off guard as his face fell into shock and he dropped his fork which clattered onto his plate. He cleared his throat and composed himself as he was a man all about appearances. Making a scene would do him no good.

"Sakura, honey, why would you wanna break up?"

'_Because you're a pompous daddy's boy? Because your boring and make fun of 'trivial' things I do?'_ She thought, but didn't voice them. She didn't want to hurt his feelings more than she needed to. "I just don't feel a connection. I'm sorry." His stare on her was hard, and she couldn't tell if he was going to yell at her or just walk out. He surprised her by laughing. "You know, I liked that you were different than the other girls I've dated and definitely interesting. I took that wall you hold up as a challenge, but I should've known better than to mess with _damaged_ goods."

His last words sent a surge of emotions through her and before she knew it she was walking home. Kenji had probably only said those things because he was upset, but that didn't make it hurt any less. It wasn't the first time she had gotten a response like that, and it probably wasn't the last. Yes, her parents dying had affected her, but she wasn't cold and she gave plenty of men chances to be included in her life. She had a heart and she followed whatever it told her. She just hadn't met a man that she truly wanted and she wasn't going to settle. _'Sakura Haruno is an independent woman who don't need no man!' _her mind chimed.

Thunder roared to life in the sky. She looked up to the darkening clouds and cursed; her jacket didn't have a hood on it. Looks like she'd have to take a cab after all. She managed to waive a cab down before the rain came down, which was lucky for her because it was coming down heavy. The cab traveled another 7 minutes before pulling in front of the apartment building that she and Ino lived in. She dug into her small pink purse and pulled out the needed bills to pay the cab driver. She darted from the cab door into the apartment entrance but still managed to get drenched. This was turning out to be a terrible day for her.

The elevator was broken, causing Sakura to promptly yank off her shoes and climb 8 flights of stairs. She fumbled with the keys when she got to her door, and then slammed the front door with more force than necessary. Ino was off visiting her parents at the time, so her plan was to take a hot shower and wallow in front of the TV. But she didn't even make it 2 strides before there was a loud and insistent knocking at her front door. "For the love of-ugh!" Sakura marched back to the door, still soaking wet and _not_ in her pajamas to rip the door open. "What the fuck do you want?" Sakura then saw that it was Thomas, dripping wet and panting, at the front of her door. She pinched the bridge of her nose with her thumb and forefinger in frustration. "Thomas, I told you that I would _call_ you later." She said calmly, stepping aside to let him in.

"I couldn't wait that long, this is important!" She sighed. "Fine, let me go grab some dry clothes for both of us and then we can talk about it."

"I can't take you seriously in those clothes."

Sakura and Thomas currently sat adjacent to each other with Sakura longing in the arm chair and Thomas on the couch with several papers he had miraculously kept dry in front of him on a black coffee table. It wouldn't be right to take any of Ino's clothes for Thomas, and the only clothes Sakura had that was big enough to fit Thomas were a pair of her pajamas.

A pair of fleece pajamas with purple kitties on them. Sakura giggled, wearing similar pajamas that had a stripped pink green yellow pattern on them. "Shut up and focus." He replied. "I know you said you're thinking of quitting, and I totally get it. I do. But I think this is something you're going to want to look at before you decide anything. They call it the curse of the Uchiha up in Uchiha Manor."
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I truly believe this is the longest chapter I've ever done, but I felt as though the all this surrounding background information needed to be set up before jumping into anything. Slight cliffhanger, but that's only to reel you all in.

Please R&R, it's been a while since I've written anything so I might be a little rusty. I'm good with criticism, but no flames please.


End file.
